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M Y DEAR LANG, 

The appointee 

many of them—i - 

Ayesha lovely and loving and ourselves alive. 
As it was promised in the Caves of K6r, 
&hr has returned again. 

To you therefore who accepted the first, I 
offer this further history of one of the 
various incarnations of that Immortal. 

My hope is that after you have read her 
record, notwithstanding her snbtleties and 
sins, and the shortcomings of her chronicler 
(no easy office !), you may continue to wear 
vour cliain of “loyalty to our lady Ayesha.” 
Such, I confess, is still the fate of your old 

H. Rider Haggard. 

Ditchingham, 1904. 

AUTHOR’S NOTE. 

Not with a view of conciliating those 
readers who on principle object to sequels, 
hut ns a matter of fact, the Author wishes 
to sav that he does not so regard this hook. 

Rather does he venture to ask that it 
should be considered as the conclusion of an 
imaginative tragedy (if be may so call it) 
whereof one half has been already published. 

This conclusion it was always his desire to 
write should he be destined to live through 
those many years which, in obedience to his 
original design, must be allowed to lapse 
between the events of the first and second 
parts of the romance. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Verily and indeed it is the unexpected 
that happens! Probably if there was one 
person upon the earth from whom the editor 
of this, and of a certain previous history, 
did not expect to hear again, that person 
was Ludwig Horace Holly. This, too, for 
a good reason; he believed him to have 
taken his departure from the earth. 

When Mr. Holly last wrote, many, many 
years ago, it was to transmit the manuscript 
of “ She,” and to announce that lie and his 
ward, Leo Vincey, the beloved of the divine 
Ayesha, were about to travel to Central Asia 
in the hope, I suppose, that there she would 
fulfil her promise and appear to them again. 

Often I have wondered, idly enough, what 
happened to them there ; whether they were 
dead, or perhaps droning their lives away as 
monks in some Thibetan Lamasery, or 
studying magic and practising asceticism 
under the tuition of the Eastern Masters, 
trusting that thus they would build a bridge 
by which they might pass to the side of 
their adored Immortal. 

Now, at length, when I had not thought 
of them for months, without a single 
warning sign, out of the blue as it were, 
comes the answer to these wonderings I 

To think—only to think—that I, the 
editor aforesaid, from its appearance sus¬ 
pecting something quite familiar and without 
interest, pushed aside that dingy, un¬ 
registered, brown-paper parcel directed in 
an unknown hand, and for two whole days 
let it lie forgotten! Indeed, there it might 
be lying now, had not another person lieen 
moved to curiosity, and, opening it, found 
within a bundle of manuscript badly burned 
upon the back, and with this, two letters 
addressed to inyself. 
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wanted to know something, and, as you can 
guess, I wanted to know a good deal. But I 
could get nothing out of her except that she 
was the Khania—a person in authority. 

one of those slaves or servants came in and 
interrupted her while she was trying to draw 

people to throw him out of the window, and 
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least like. 

“ Horace, I tell you that the touch of that 
lock of hair—for she did touch it—appeared 
to act upon her nature like nitric acid upon 
sham gold. It turned it black ; all the bad 
in her came out. In her anger her voice 
sounded coarse ; yes, she grew almost vulgar 
—and, as you know, when Ayesha was in a 
rage, she might be wicked as we understand 
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Hail daffodil, all drest in yellow. 

For daffodil is kith and kin. 

He gathers country secrets in. 

And hides within his golden breast 
What Phyllis' lips have ne'er eonfest: 

First love, all innocence and dew; 

Take daffodils from me to you. 

AGNES GROZIER EERBERTSON. 
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by an evil spirit to meet an evil fate. That 
guide of youre must surely be something 
hateful and hideous ; for were she a whole- 

Now the Shaman plucked his mistress by 
the sleeve, and the priest Oros, bowing to 

speak such ill-omened words into the air, 
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whither. But some instinctive hate seemed 
to bubble up in Atene, and she would not 
be silent, for she addressed our guide, using 

we found was very usual on the Mountain, 
though rare upon the Plains. 

“ Let the air cany them whither it will! ” 
she cried. “ Sorceress, strip off thy rags, fit 
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our climb began. Up 
















WINDSOR 

















i by Google" ” 







by Google 












UNIVERSITY OF CALIFORNIA 














“ Another word,” she broke in, with fury 
bom of some dark fear, “ and thou shalt be 
that man ! Fool! put me not in mind that 
now I have strength again to rid me of the 
ancient foes I hate, lest I should use a 
sword thou thrustest to my hand,” and her 
eyes, that had l>een so calm and happy, 
blazed upon him like fire. 

'I’lie old wizard felt their fearsome might, 
and shrank from it till the wall stayed him. 


the curved lips, so wistful yet so proud ; the 
tresses fine as "lossy silk that still spread and 
rippled as though with a separate life; the 
general air, not so much of majesty as of 

that strove in that delicate body and pro¬ 
claimed its presence to the most careless; 
that flame of the soul within whereof Oros had 
spoken, shining now through no “vile vessel,” 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

THE BETROTHAL. 

T OGETHER we descended tlic multi¬ 
tudinous steps and passed the endless, 
rock-hewn passages till we came to 
the door of the dwelling of the high-priestess 
and were led through it into a hall beyond. 
Here Ayesha parted from us, saying that she 
was outworn, as, indeed, she seemed to lie 
with an utter weariness, not of the liody, hut 
of the spirit. For her delicate form drooped 
like a rain-laden lily, her eyes grew dim as 
those of a person in a trance, and her voice 

one speaking in her sleep. * 

* Copyright, IfMlo, l»v II. Eider Hazard, in the 


guard you hot h, and lead you to me at the 
appointed time. Rest you well.” 

So she went, and the priest led us into a 
lieaut'it il apartment that opened on to a 
sheltered garden. So overcome were we 
also by all that we had endured and seen, 
that we could scarcely speak, much less 
discuss these marvellous events. 

“My brain swims,” said Leo to Oms. “ I 
desire to sleep.” 

He bowed and conducted us to a chandler 
where were beds, and on these we flung 
ourselves down and slept, dreamlessly, like 
little children. 

When we awoke, it was afternoon. We 
rose and bathed, then saying we wished to 
be alone, went together into the garden, 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

LEO AND THE LEOPARD. 

D URING the weeks that followed these 
momentous days, often and often I 
wondered to myself whether a more 
truly wretched being had ever lived than 
the woman, or the spirit, whom we knew as 
She, Hes, and Ayesha. Whether in fact 
also, or in our imagination only, she had 
arisen from the ashes of her hideons age 


into the full bloom of perpetual life and 
beauty inconceivable. 

These things at least were certain : Ayesha 
had achieved the secret of an existence so 
enduring that for all human pur]>oses it 
might be called unending. Within certain 
limitations—such as her utter inability to 
foresee the future—undoubtedly also, she was 
endued with powers that can only be de¬ 
scribed as supernatural. 

Her -rule over the strange community 
amongst whom she lived was absolute; 
indeed, its members regarded her as a 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

THE PROPHECY OP ATENE. 

O N the day following this strange ex¬ 
perience of the iron that was turned 

in the Sanctuary—as we understood, “ to 
consecrate the war.” We did not attend it, 
but that night we ate together as usual. 
Ayeslia was moody at the meal; that is, 
she varied from sulleuness to laughter. 



“ Know you,” she said, “ that to-day I was 
an Oracle, and those fools of the Mountain 
sent their medicine-men to ask of the Hesea 
how the battle would go, and which of them 
would be slain, and which gain honour. And 
I—I could not tell them, but juggled with 
my words, so that they might take them as 
they would. How the battle will go I know 
well, for I shall direct it; but the future—ah 1 
that I cannot read better than thou canst, 
my Holly, and that is ill indeed. For me, the 
past and all the present lie bathed in light 
reflected from that black wall—the future.” 
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her, flitted up the wide stair that led to the 
topmost tower. Up, still up, until we reached 
the chamber where had dwelt Simbri the 
Shaman, that same chamber whence he was 
wont to watch his stars, in which Atene had 
threatened us with death. 

Its door was shut and barred ; still, at 


Ayesha’s coming—yes, before the mere breath 
of her presence—the iron bolts snapped like 
twigs, tne locks flew back, and inward burst 
that massive portal. 

Now we were within the lamp-lit chamber, 
and this is what we saw. Seated in a chair, 
pale-faced, bound, yet proud and detiaut- 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 


W HEN I had satisfied mvself, Leo was 
still at his meal, for loss of blood, 
or the effects of the tremendous 
nerve tonic which Ayesha ordered to be 
administered to him, had made him ravenous. 

I watched his face and became aware of a 
curious change in it—no immediate change, 
indeed, but one, I think, that had come upon 
him gradually, although I only fully appre¬ 
ciated it now, after our short separation. 
In addition to the thinness of which I 
have spoken, his handsome countenance had 
grown more ethereal; his eyes were full of 
the shadows of things that were to come. 

His aspect pained me, I knew not why. 
It was no longer that of the Leo with whom 
I was familiar—the deep-chested, mighty- 
limbed, jovial, upright traveller, hunter, and 
fighting-man, who had chanced to love and 
be loved of a spiritual power incarnated in 
a mould of perfect womanhood and armed 
with all the might of Nature’s self. These 
things were still present indeed, but the man 
was changed, and I felt sure that this change 
came from Ayesha, since the look upon his 
face had become exceeding like to that which 
often hovered upon hers at rest. 

She also was watching him, with specula¬ 
tive, dreamy eyes, till presently, as some 
thought swept through her, I saw those eyes 
blaze up, and the red blood pour to check 
and brow. Yes, the mighty Ayesha whose 
dead, slain for him, lay strewn by the thousand 
on yonder plain, blushed and trembled like 
a maiden at her first lover’s kiss. 

Leo rose from the table. “ I would that I 
had been with thee in the fray,” he said. 

“At the drift there was fighting,” she 
answered ; “ afterwards none. My ministers 
of Fire, Earth and Air smote, no more; I 
waked them from their sleep, and at my com¬ 
mand they smote for thee and saved thee.” 

“ Many lives to take for one man’s safety,” 


Leo said solemnly, as though the thought 

“ Had they been millions and not thou 
sands, I would have spent them every one. 
On my head be their deaths, not on thine. 
Or, rather, on hers,” and she pointed to the 
dead Atene. “Yes, on hers who made this 
war. At least she should thank me, wiio have 
sent so royal a host to guard her through the 
darkness.” 

“ Yet it is terrible,” said Leo, “ to think of 
thee, lxdoved, red to the hair with slaughter.” 

“ What reck I ? ” she answered with a 
splendid pride. “Let their blood suffice to 
wash the stain of thy blood from off these 
cruel hands that once did murder thee.” 

“ Who am I, that I should blame thee ? ” 
Leo went on, as though arguing with himself— 
“ I who but yesterday killed two men — to 
save myself from treachery.” 

“ Speak not of it! ” she exclaimed in 
cold rage. “ I saw the place; and thou 
knowest how I swore that a hundred lives 
should pay for every drop of that dear blood 
of thine; and I, who lie not, have kept the 
oath. Look now on that man who stands 
yonder struck by my Will to stone, dead yet 
living, and say again what was he about to do 
to thee when I entered here ? ” 

“ To take vengeance on me for the doom of 
his queen and of her armies,” answered Leo ; 
“ and, Ayesha, how knowest thou that a Power 
higher than thine own will not demand it 

As he spoke, a pale shadow flickered on 
Leo's face, such a shadow as might fall 
from Death’s advancing wing, and in the 
fixed eyes of the Shaman there shone a 
stony smile. 

For a moment terror seemed to take Ayesha, 
then it was gone as quickly as it came. 

“ Nay,” she said. “ I ordain that it shall 
not be, and, save One who listeth not, what 
power reigns in this wide earth that dare defy 

So she sjHike, and as her words of awful 
pride—for they were very awful—rang round 
that s 1 -- l - :it 
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